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to sit down in it. Dr. Dolliver complied submissively,
and the Colonel, with dull, unkindly eyes, looked at him
sternly, and with a kind of intelligence amid the aged
stolidity of his aspect, that somewhat puzzled the Doc-
tor. In this way he surveyed him all over, like a judge,
when he means to hang a man, and for some reason or
none, the apothecary felt his nerves shake, beneath
this steadfast look.

"Aha! Doctor!" said the Colonel at last, with a dolt-
ish sneer, "you bear your years well."

"Decently well, Colonel; I thank Providence for it,"
answered the meek apothecary.

"I should say," quoth the Colonel, "you are younger
at this moment than when we spoke together two or
three years ago. I noted then that your eyebrows were
a handsome snow-white, such as befits a man who has
passed beyond his threescore years and ten, and five
years more. Why, they are getting dark again, Mr.
Apothecary."

"Nay, your worship must needs be mistaken there,"
said the Doctor, with a timorous chuckle. "It is many a
year since I have taken a deliberate note of my wretched
old visage in a glass, but I remember they were white
when I looked last."

"Come, Doctor, I know a thing or two," said the
Colonel, with a bitter scoff; "and what's this, you old
rogue? Why, you've, nibbed away a wrinkle since we
met. Take off those infernal spectacles, and look me in
the face. Ha! I see the devil in your eye. How dare you
let it shine upon me so?"

"On my conscience, Colonel," said the apothecary,
strangely struck with the coincidence of this accusation
with little Pansie's complaint, "I know not what you
mean. My sight is pretty well for a man of my age. We
near-sighted people begin to know our best eyesight,
when other people have lost theirs."
"Ah! ah! old rogue," repeated the insufferable Colo-